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SPAWN 138 SUMMARY 


Surrounded by darkness, the citizens of Manhattan are praying for sunrise. The police do what they can 
to protect the innocent from the onslaught of Clowns, but they lost control of the city a long time ago. 
Spawn is determined to protect the city from the source of this evil, the thousands of maniac Clowns. To 
do that, Spawn goes back to his roots with the help of massive munitions and attempts to save a sub- 
way car full of civilians. When the people he was trying to save turn against him, a bad situation gets 
worse as Spawn’s bandolier of grenades transforms the Manhattan subway station into a burial ground. 
The chaos continues as Al Simmons is left unconscious in the aftermath. 
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How LONG HAVE I LAIN 
HERE ALONE, COLD AND 
STARVING IN THE DARK? 


Zn INCESSANT BUZZING 
CHOES IN THE BASEMENT 


me THIS REALLY WHAT 
DYING FEELS LIKE? 


‘REAL... TIME.... 
MEANING... THEY 
4 HAVE ALL BEEN RENT 
ASUNDER, BRITTLE 
SHARDS SCATTERED 
UPON DUSTY STONES. Is IT NOW? 


Os IT THEN? 


< [ines 


a. 
Ae 
¢) p 


oe V3 
] Cy 
ea. or HAS TO b 
j si “= END 
IF x ( SOMETIME. Hi 
nve\ fees ? ) 
>. 


ye 

















Ir ~ 


NOW. 





say 


Was 
Il Sim LYING NEAR 
Agi] DEATH ON THE 
°F! COLD BASEMENT 
C4 FLOOR OF AN 
ABANDONED 
BUILDING. I THINK 
I'VE BEEN HERE 
NINE DAYS. NO 
FOOD. NO DRINK. 


SOrZZ 
Bk RNS 












































OMENT BY MOMENT 
AM DRIFTING CLOSER 
TO THE LAND OF THE 
DEAD. SO CLOSE NOW I 
CAN ALMOST SEE IT. 


I CHOSE TO WORSHIP AT 
THE THRONE OF NATURE, 
TO SEEK THE BLESSINGS 
OF MOTHER EARTH AND 
EXPLORE THE HARMONY 
OF ALL THINGS. 


COHEN I FIRST TOOK 
UP THE CRAFT, I SWORE 
[T WOULD NEVER COME 
TO THIS. 


Sai. 


J WASN'T GOING 
TO BE ONE OF 

l| THOSE WITCHES-- 

| THAT TAWDRY 
CARTOON IMAGE 
OF A WOMAN 
WHO TRAFFICS 
WITH DARK 
FORCES AND 
CONSORTS WITH 
DEVILS. 





























VA 


A 
ZHE WINDOWS 
ARE BOARDED UP 
AND THE DOORWAY 
BRICKED SHUT. NO 


LIGHT GETS IN AND 
LITTLE AIR. 


I KNOW BECAUSE 
I DID fT MYSELF. 


<ZHE BUZZING 

GROWS LOUDER, ITS 
SOURCE LOOMING 
EVER CLOSERINA [IE 
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% s 


y 




















WE'VE GOT 

: A JOHN DOE IN 

iy CRITICAL! MULTIPLE 
y 


CONTUSIONS, = 
INTERNAL BLEEDING, 


a iu ' AY 
Wancenroecece NW Wa/\ SHRAPNEL WOUNDS, 
AND TRY THEIR y Py) Wes WHAT ELSES 
\A] BEST TO KEEP A \) ' > —— 
ONCE-DEAD RY Y, 
\Y J 


MAN FROM 
DYING AGAIN. 


/), C)F COURSE THEY Yr», 
() DON'T KNOW WHO HE GZ 
#] 1S. OR WHAT HE IS. oe 
LT 
HEY DON'T KNOW 
THE DARK POWER HE 
CARRIES INSIDE OF HIM. 


| But 10. | 


THIS {S 
ONE TOUGH 








’ CLOWN-FACED MADMEN 
‘ \ RAVAGE MANHATTAN, LIKE 
AILURE | VANDALS SACKING ROME, | [ 
PLUNGED \ a | | ONLY TO VANISH LIKE SPENT MOST 
THE ENTIRE} °: |) if MIST WITH THE SUNRISE. OF THE NIGHT 
CITY INTO 1 1 g i - TRAPPED IN AN 
DARKNESS. | | iia | r : ELEVATOR 
| il | | mil ‘ BARGAINING 
WITH THE DEVIL. [4 


<ZURNS OUT I WAS ONE 
OF THE LUCKY ONES. NO PUPIL 
= RESPONSE. 


STEADY 
NOW... IF 
BP DROPS 


SOMETHING'S 
WRONG WITH 
HIS EYES. 


ANYMORE, 





(THE RITUAL WILL BE 
LONG AND PAINFUL, 
AND MOST LIKELY IT 
WILL KILL ME BEFORE 
I FINISH. 


IY 
MIND IS 
MADE UP. 





—— 





Att Ts ROOT, 
MAGIC IS A 
FORM OF 
CURRENCY. 





ACH SPELL 
IS A KIND OF 
TRANSACTION. 


ZA 


O DREADFUL TO 


ZAND SECRETS 
) 
SPEAK ALOUD. 





J FORM MY INTENTIONS, 
HOLD THEM DIAMOND 
CLEAR IN MY MIND'S EYE. 


4 UTTER ! 

WORDSINA AA)» 4M ALL POISE AND BLUSTER 

DEAD f ON THE OUTSIDE, BUT A DEAD 
Py MAN COULD SMELLTHE FEAR 


re al LM H/2 s DRIPPING FROM MY PORES. 


WEAVING A I, 
PLATTERY, TAN ‘ (THE SHADOWS GATHER, 
ENTREATIES ; \ y THICKENING THE STALE AIR. 


AND ANCIENT, , \ 

INTRICATE =a . 

PROTOCOL. y ; J sumit 

: TO THE 

DARKNESS 
AND GAZE 
INTO THE 
ABYSS. 





ND WAIT 
OR THE 
ABYSS TO 
BLINK. 













EXCUSE 


US, 
\ HARE. 















































WE CHECKED. 


MAYBE? 


FINE WORK, 
DOCTOR. YOU 
DID ALL YOU 


NOTHING. DID YOU 
FIND A WALLET OR 
ANY FORM OF I.D.? 
A CELL PHONE 




















DISTINGUISHING 








MARKS? 
TATTOOS? 











































N 





HE'S IN 
A COMA. IF 
HE WAKES, IT 
COULD BE AN 
HOUR ORA 
WEEK ORA 
YEAR OR 

NEVER. 








I'M AGENT WOLF. 
WE NEED TO ASK YOU A FEW 








HMM. WHEN DO 
YOU EXPECT HIM TO 
REGAIN CONSCIOUS- 

















IF HE 
MAKES IT 
THROUGH THE 
NIGHT, HE JUST 
MIGHT HAVE 
A SHOT AT 
WAKING 
UP. 





















~_ I'MAFRAID 

I DIDN'T CATCH ¢ 
IT. PATIENTS USUALLY 
AREN'T TOO CHATTY Fy 
UNDER GENERAL 
ANESTHESIA. 





















YOU 
CAN CHECK 
WITH 
ADMISSIONS, 

THEY 










A LOT OF 

SCAR TISSUE. ONE 

PARTICULARLY LARGE 

FORMATION ON HIS CHEST, 

ALMOST LIKE A BRAND. 

SORT OF IN THE SHAPE 
OF AN "MM", 


















ESS? 

























NOW. Pe 
PLEASE, I DON'T 
KNOW WHAT THIS Et 
{S ALL ABOUT, BUT 
YOU CAN'T STAY 


IN HERE. 
[= 






WE'RE 

THE GOVERNMENT. 

WE CAN DO WHAT 
WE PLEASE. THERE ARE 
A LOT OF DEAD PEOPLE 
IN AN NYC SUBWAY AND 

ONE GUY MAKES IT 

OUT ALIVE. 


COULD BE 
SOMETHING, 
COULD BE 
NOTHING. BUT 
UNTIL WE KNOW 
FOR SURE, WE'RE 
NOT LEAVING 
THIS FLOOR. 



























































..FOLLOWS NIGHT. 




















CAN'T HEAR 
ME. THAT'S 
OKAY. 


JTELL HIM 

OF THE AWFUL 
CHOICE I HAVE 
TO MAKE. 















































GUESS IT 
MAKES THIS 
EASIER. 


J TELL HIM 
EVERYTHING. I 
TELL HIM ABOUT 
THE DANGER 

HE ISIN. 








4 J TELL HIM ABOUT MAMMON 
“| AND THE BARGAIN HE OFFERED. 





ELL HI 
Z ABOUT THEA AND 
$¢in| HOW HE DAMNED 


v HER TO HELL. 


! i, ey \ 
Ol) ATELL HIM 
SY 


VY 





4 LOOK AT THIS 

FRAIL, BROKEN FORM 

AND I WANT TO cRY. || JT's HARD TO BELIEVE 
THERE 1S SO MUCH POWER 
LOCKED INSIDE. WHAT IF 
IT'S THE ONLY THING 
KEEPING HIM ALIVE? 


SOR A MOMENT, 
\ I THINK ABOUT 
\\ | CHANGING MY MIND. 


| 


t 
| 








(LHE CLOTH OF 
REALITY HAS BEGUN 
TO UNRAVEL. 





TAM NYX, 
DAUGHTER OF THE 
NIGHT, MAIDEN OF THE T HOLD DOMINION 


GREEN WORLD. THIS IS MY OVER THE ROTTING 
CIRCLE AND I HOLD YOU PLACES. 1 AM KEEPER 
IN MY THRALL. OF SECRET EYES AND: 
{ . HIDDEN DOORS. 





IAM 
N’ZZEZHEAAL, 
LORDLING OF 
HELL, DUKE OF 
CARRION AND 
ENVOY OF 
DECAY AND 
DISCORD. 
















YOU ARE 
QUITE BOLD. 
TO SUMMON A LORD 
OF HELL TO YOUR 
CHAMBER AND 
SHOW SUCH POOR 
HOSPITALITY. 














ISEEKA 
BARGAIN. SAFE 
PASSAGE FOR 
MYSELF AND ONE 
OTHER OF MY 
CHOOSING. 










PASSAGE?. 
TO WHERE? 
















HELL. I CAN'T JUST LEAVE 
HER THERE. NOT IF I CAN 
FIND A WAY TO HELP HER. 


But 1 Won't 

GIVE MAMMON 

WHAT HE WANTS. 

I WON'T TURN YOU 

OVER TO HIM. 
IT'S THAT 
CONNECTION 
MAMMON WANTS 
TO EXPLOIT. 


4 ONCE SEWED 
YOUR SHADOW TO 
YOUR HEART. 

I KEPT PART OF 

THE THREAD FOR 
MYSELF. [T BOUND | 
YOU TO ME. KEPT |! 
US... CONNECTED. 


J EXPLAIN ALL THIS AND LOOK 
BACK ONE LAST TIME. AS I LEAV 
IT UTTER TWO USELESS WORDS. 


ay 


HEY! 
HOW'D YOU GET 
UP HERE? 








Our LINK Is GOING 
TO BE SEVERED. 
IN NINE DAYS! TIME, 


ie) 
SURVIVE TILL TH 


























A IS ALL I NEED. 














eee f LOOSE THREAD y | 
= — —— ROM MY JACKET = 

- = == . es 
hy a “oY 




























































































7SY THE TIME 
THEY REGAIN 

THEIR WITS, I 
WILL BE LONG 
GONE. 








fe Isa 
DANGEROUS 
GA 


ME YOU YOU MADE 
PLAY. MANY A GOOD BARGAIN. © 


DISCORD. 
DISPLEASED 


HE SILVER- 
WHITE MOON 
BLADE, COLD 
AGAINST MY 

SKIN. 


WARM 
CRIMSON 
BLOOD, 
GLISTENING 
IN THE 



















} UNSPOOL THE 
SHADOW THREAD, THE 
SLENDER EBON CORD 
THAT CONNECTS ME 
TO THE HELLSPAWN 
AND ITS HOST. 


ET 
UPPLE, LIKE LIVIN 
STEEL. I STRETCH IT 
THROUGH MY 
FINGERS, DOUBLING 
ITS LENGTH. 


JI cot IT OVER 
AND THEN DOUBLE 
IT AGAIN, 














Its LENGTH 
INCREASES 
TENFOLD. THEN A 
THOUSANDFOLD. 


AND STRETCH IT, 
SPINNING THE 
STRANDS LIKE 
LADY ARACHNE 








J sING OUT AS 

I BEGIN TO SHAPE 
THE VERY DARKNESS 
AROUND ME. 


7But 17 BELONGS 
TO ME. IT IS MINE 
TO COMMAND. 


FINISHED, BUT 
THE THREADS 


J) GROW 
f | STUBBORN. 
V2 
iii 


JAMA LOOM, WEAVING 
A CLOAK OUT OF THE 
VERY NIGHT FROM 
WHICH I TAKE MY NAME. 
. ae 





HE FABRIC GROWS BY INCHES 
AND THEN BY FEET. I CAN FEEL IT 
BEGIN TO MOVE AND UNDULATE 
WITH A LIFE OF ITS OWN. 


IG HARDER AS 
THE LAST PIECE 
TEARS FREE. 























THIS {S 
WOLF! GETA 
DOCTOR IN HERE! 














) YOU ARE. 
MORE 


CLEVER THAN @ 


I THOUGHT. 
PERHAPS YOU 


WILL SURVIVE # 


(THIS BODY WHICH IS NOT 

MINE MOVES TO MY WHIMS. 

THIS POWER WHICH IS NOT MINE 
SURGES THROUGH ITS LIMBS. 


As I MOVE WITH A STRENGTH 
AND GRACE I NEVER THOUGHT 
POSSIBLE, I REALIZE THERE IS 











JF 1s DEEP AND i 
SONOROUS AS DISTANT 
THUNDER. IT TAKES 
A MOMENT BEFORE 
I RECOGNIZE IT. 





YOU ARE A 
j TRAITOR AND A 
FOOL. HE WILL NEVER 
FORGIVE SUCH 
BETRAYAL. 


SOONER 
OR LATER, YOU . 
WILL HAVE TO FACE HIM. 
AND THEN HE WILL 
KILL YOU. 











THAT 
WAS NOT _ 9 

PART OF THE 9 
BARGAIN. cm 
















N 
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ny 


YOU WALK 
WILLINGLY 
INTO ETERNAL 
DAMNATION 
WITH STOLEN 


YOU ARE NOT 
FRIGHTENED? 


EMPIRA 





